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Six ROBERT WALPOLE. 
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Virtue is a Crime, when placd on high, 
Though all the Fault, is the Bebolder Eye. 
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The Right Honourable 


Sir Robert Walpole. 


Have taken the Freedom 
43 IF \ 8 of this Addreſs, without 
8 29 | (95 h 1 firſt asking leave; for two 
WE Reaſons: The one, becauſe 
I have nothing to beg, but 
3 to beſtow. A poor Preſent 
(I muſt confeſs) to ſo Great a Patriot] 
to Whom (as an Engliſhman) I owe the 
greateſt Obligations: And the Favour 
being ſo ſmall, you can have no Cu- 
rioſity to know one to whom you are 
not obliged, This gives me a juſt 
Umbrage to conceal my Name ; not 
that I am either afraid, or a/hamd of 
it, only I know it is not of Conſequence = 
| enough 


(iv) 
enough to give the leaſt Credit to my 
Performance; in which J have ſincerely 
expreſsd my own Sentiments, and I 
flatter myſelf, thoſe of every Hone/! 
Unprejudic d Briton. 

My other Reaſon is, That as I depend 
upon nothing in return for this Trifle, 
but the Continuance of your Zeal for 
your King and Country; ſo even in con- 
cealing my Name, I may be ſaid to 
act above-board: A Paradox too eaſy 
to need an Explanation. I cant indeed 
ſay I dont want a Place, but I am ſure 
I dont deſerve one; and conſequently 
can expect nothing from you. A few 
Lines more would make my Dedica- 
tion longer than the POE M: I muſt 
therefore take leave, and ſubſcribe 
myſelt, with Great and True Reſpect, 


SIR, 
Your very much Obliged, 


And Obedient Humble Servant. 


EPIS T ( 


LS I venal Poets in unbidden Lays 


Wo 
KN 


Y Do but Petition, when they ſeem to Praiſe: 
My Grateful Muſe (unknowing Guile or Art) 
: Speaks but the Dictates of an honeſt Heart : 
No ſordid Ends her humble Notes inſpire; 


But ſuch as WaLPOLE's Truth and Fame require. 


Thee, Patriot Thee, expecting Britain views 
Fond to commend, or Envious to accule : 
Faction enragd thy Publick Honour ſtains; 
Whilſt Nations bleſt, applaud thy generous Pains: 
Nor need ſt thou more - our Wiſhes to engage 


Than Factions unavailing Hate and Rage. 
B Juſtice 


_ 
Juſtice and Honour form Thy great Deſigns ; 
Which Prudence ripens, and which Time refines : 
To Peace, or War direct th Indignant Sword; 
As Kingdoms keep Their Faith, or break Their Word. 
Britain exults! a Terror to her Foes : 


And awes contending Europe to Repoſe. 


When (urg d by Thee) Her angry Lion roars ; 
Preſaging Thunder to remoter Shores; 
Affrighted Ruſſia Gealous of his Rage) 

Recalls Her Fleet, his Fury to aſſuage ! 
Too well ſhe knew ; his Proweſs and his Fame : 


And only bully'd in a * Woman's Name. 


Ungrateful Auſtria's Pride may vainly boaſt 
His numerous Army, and extended Coaſt : 
Thou dar ſt controul his + Avarice of Trade ; 
In Breach of Faith, and Solemn Jreaties made: 
His ** fruitleſs Rage, and ineffe@tual Fire 
Like Rockets bounce, and burſt ; and then expire. 


* Empreſs of Ruſſia's Letter to the late King George. - | 
z Oſtend Company. * Emperor's Memorial. 


Nor 


(7) 
Nor needs the Catholick Religious King 
Je Deums for his great Succeſles ſing. 

Oft as Gibraltar has been bought and fold ! 
'Tis Proof againſt his Mortars and his Gold. 
Rich with Peruvian Ore his Veſſels come; 


But tis with Leave; they bring their Treaſure home. 


Tis Time to hold the Rudder in Thy Hands; 


Fearleſs of threatning Waves, or lurking Sands. 

 Studious to ſhun, as Skilful to deſcry 

Approaching Danger, eer it draws too nigh : 

Throu gh Billows, Storms, and In ſurrections, too, 

Thou ſteerſt the freighted Bark; and ſavſt the 
| 1010 Crew. EY 


On thee did Glarieus Brunſwicks Smiles attend; 
His Faithful Counſellor and Conſtant Friend : 
Nor leſs his Son's----whoſe Royal Favours wait 
To crown thy Virtues with becoming Stare : 
Faction eſſayd in vain with Heart and Voice 


Io blind his Judgment, and pervert his Choice. 
5 | 4 


Let 


126d) 

Let Craftſmen rail and rangle (out of Place) 5 
And in their Satyr ſpeak their own Diſgrace : 
Thy conſcious Soul (that ſcorns their feeble Arts) 
Triumphs ſuperiour, with ſuperiour Parts: 

Or if thou deignit to check their growing Lyes, 
Their Hearts ſubſide, and all their Courage dies. 


O! Born to make thy native happy Iſie 
Rejoice in Plenty I and in Freedom ſmile. 
Tyrants lament rheir Iron J. ceptre gone : 

And Liberty aſſumes her Golden Throne: 
Conſcience ſubmits to none but Laws Divine, 


And Loyalty to none; but Go and CARONNNE. 


F I N I S. 


